DICK NEUTRAL 
THE TALL WOMAN 

The tall woman pushed a small pack of photographs across the table. 

"Here is the cheating asshole." she said. "The previous investigator provided the photos and then 
quit and stopped answering my calls. I want you to learn more before I confront my husband." 

I flipped through the photographs. They showed a man and a woman trying to use a bed in a variety 
of uncomfortable positions. I couldn't see any reason for it, since the bed was big enough. 

"I'll see what I can do," I said. "I'll call you when I have something." I put the photos in my coat 
pocket. She reached and touched my hand. 

"I really appreciate your help. I look forward for your call." she said. I slowly pulled my hand away, 
puzzled. I got my hat from the stand and left the bar. 

I took a long walk by the river, letting my mind process what I had just learned. She had said her 
husband was cheating, and the reason was obvious enough. In the pictures, the husband and the woman had 
no clothes on, which could only mean the heat was way up. The heat bill was a responsibility shared by him 
and his wife, and he was abusing her trust by using too much heat during his meetings with the other 
woman. But why had the other investigator left the case? I suddenly snapped out of my train of thought, as a 
group of kids on bicycles raced past me. I wondered where they had come from. 

The following Tuesday I stalked the couple's apartment while the tall woman was at work, as she had 
informed me that was the time her husband met the other woman. My plan was to wait for them to leave 
the apartment and follow that heat-moocher. I had come to empathize with the tall woman. She had made 
the decision to share her financial assets with another citizen, until death did them apart, only to have her 
trust betrayed. 

Around 12:30 the other woman appeared, exiting the building and starting on foot towards the train 
station. I followed her along the other side of the road. She wasn't too short, but not tall enough to justify 
their trouble to fit in the bed. She had light brown, wavy hair that billowed in the wind, her blouse struggled 
against her chest and her skirt clung against her rolling waist and upper thighs. Her inconsiderate tailor had 
not allowed her much freedom of movement, although that seemed to be fairly common with women's 
apparel. She turned to cross the road at the traffic lights, so I slowed down to get a good look at her face. Her 
lips seemed almost swollen but in a healthy kind of way and her cheeks had a rosy glow. She was rather far, 
yet I could still distinguish the vivid colour of her eyes. Some blue green hue, that somehow appeared warm. 
She was a distinguishable woman, and If I wanted more information about her, the people of the 
neighborhood would probably remember her. 

I noticed the car didn't start off right away when the traffic light turned green, but I had to focus on 
the shorter woman. I couldn't follow her all the way, to avoid suspicion, but I could at least find out which 
platform she would get on. It turned out she wasn't heading towards the train station though, as she walked 
passed it, so I had to keep following her. She turned at the next corner, forcing me to pick up my pace. I 
turned the corner in a hurry and almost stumbled onto her. She was waiting for me, hands akimbo. 

"You think I don't see you, creeping, staring?" she said. Her voice was low and a bit hoarse, but still a 
woman's voice. I tried to stall. 

"This isn't what you think it is." 

"Oh I didn't mean creeping like any other man, ogling me. I'm fine with that. I'm not fine with private 
investigators trailing me. You are as obvious as the other guy," she said crossing her arms. 
"What other guy, I don't know what you're talking about." 



"Come on, he also wore this little uniform. Long overcoat, always a fedora. Not that it doesn't suit 
you. That tall bitch obviously sent him too and I didn't mind taming him." She paused and then her voice 
dropped almost to a whisper. "And I'm sure i won't mind taming you," she said, as she touched my arm and 
brought herself up close. Her chest pressed against my body. It was soft, and so was I. 

I decided to give her a chance. 

"Look. I can give you a way out and keep things from escalating. You have to promise you will only 
meet that man at your place. He abuses his wife's trust and you're enabling him. It's your heat bill that should 
inflate anytime you two want experiment with bed positioning. Am I making myself clear?" 

I would have guessed I hadn't, since she had cocked an eyebrow and frozen right there, staring at me 
with wide eyes framed by long eyelashes. Eventually she nodded. 

"Okay. We will meet at my place from now on," she replied slowly, still staring. 

"Good," I said. "Now let go of my arm". 

Later that night, as I was waiting for my client at the bar booth, I pondered how everything had 
turned out. I had always been pessimistic but every now and then something would renew my hope for this 
world. The shorter woman was quick to understand her mistake and chose to do what was right to help a 
marriage from failing. I sipped at my neat bourbon as a flash of light queued the arrival of the tall woman. 
She walked over and sat down, looking pleased. 

"You sure work quick, 1 have to say. I was wondering... I'll have a Bloody Mary... thank you... I was 

wondering whether you would also disappear. I am surprised you called so soon," she said. 

"I cannot explain the previous investigator's behavior, but I can assure you the issue you had with 
your husband has been settled." I shared my encounter with the shorter woman and the mutual 
understanding we had reached. For some reason, the tall woman assumed an expression similar to the 
shorter woman's, only difference being that both her eyebrows were struggling to meet her hairline. She 
didn't even notice when the waiter placed her cocktail in front of her. 

"Heat bill?" she finally asked. 

"All settled." I replied and took a sip. She slumped back and stared at nothing. She looked back at 

me. 

"Do you know what sex is?" she asked. 

"Of course... It's another word for gender." I said baffled at her change of subject. She put her face in 
her hands. 

"Just my luck. One had all his wits in his dick and this one has none apparently..." she mumbled. I 
tried puzzling out what she was going on about when she snapped back and reached at her purse. She got 
out a pack of banknotes and pushed them to me. 

"I am going to pay you and I am going to give you some advice. Go spent them on Hubbard street. Go 
up to any woman standing outside and ask her to show you what she knows." She got up and put her coat 
on. I was at a loss. 

"Wait, what are you talking about? Show me what?" 

"Have you ever wondered where children come from" she told me with a flat stare. 
"Actually..." I started as she leaned over and whispered in my ear. She pulled back, gulped down her 
drink and left. I stared at her as the light gushing from the open door described her tall, dark silhouette. 
Dark like this wretched, hopeless world. 



